costumes probably twenty. But who designed them?
They are lovely."

After the procession and its followers had all gone on,
she slowly followed towards the theatre. Most of the
people were on the south or shady side of the road; she
preferred to cross over into the sun, because from that
side she saw the crags, with their battlements and towers.
She had always loved the sun; besides, she wanted to get
a good view of the theatre from a little distance. She had
always heard that it was the one theatre in the world
which could compare with the theatre at Athens. She
saw it now amidst some old ilex and olive, a white
column or so, with the gleam of gold and many flag-
poles flying blue and white banners. Behind it, as a sort
of crown to it, was the rock with the towers against the
intense sky. She had the pavement to herself there; she
stood still to look; certainly it was one of the fairest
sights she had ever seen. Athens had been beautiful and
holy to her; this place was the world, the flesh and the
devil, if compared with Athens, but it was splendid.

To her left as she stood to gaze was a little pretty lane
of white houses sloping up somewhat from the main
street. The houses were in little gardens; creepers had
been led along their walls; these creepers had now
changed into vivid scarlets and yellows. She half noted
that someone came from one of these houses. She did
not tarn her head, but stared once more at the ilex trees
at the theatre entrance. "They go in there," she said to
herself, "then along the gardens to the seats. There are
some in already." Indeed, she could see the upper tiers of
the house, with people seated or moving. "There will be
twenty thousand there this afternoon," she thought. "I
will go, now, and try to find Sosthenes or his manager."

She was crossing the little lane, upon her way, when
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